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Gin Stitches 
By Daniel Lynch 
 
A man named Jack does most of the talking in this story. I’m telling you this because Jack 
doesn’t say his own name. Jack has identity issues.  
      There is magic in this story, too, but it is a made-up kind of magic and should not be 
taken as a statement on any ability to alter the physical state of the world. It is a lie. Jack is lying 
to you. I am lying to you through Jack. But there is a kind of magic that really does exist, and I 
can give you an example of it right now: The Brontosaurus. 
      For a long time there was a disagreement in the paleontology world as to whether a 
Brontosaurus was in fact a distinct dinosaur from another large necked lizard called the 
Apatosaurus.  The two were very similar, and many human beings held the belief, for nearly a 
century actually, that the humble Brontosaurus was not a different dinosaur, but a synonym for 
the Apatosaurus. Imagine that! A breathing, defecating synonym! Language is alive! 
      It has since been discovered, of course, that the Brontosaurs is indeed a different 
dinosaur, and so its linguistic magic is now a biological one. 
      I think it would be nice to be synonym. It would be wonderful to leave people arguing 
over my bones when I no longer need them. But then I make all sorts of wrong assumptions 
about the world, so you shouldn’t listen to me. Listen to Jack instead. The next paragraph is 
where he starts talking. He is talking about becoming a breathing, defecating synonym.    
 
 
My friend Lukey named the van.  
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      It was yellow, with these rusted wheel guards, and big wooden side panels. I paid fifteen 
hundred for it. The guy who sold it to me had these mangy dreadlocks and too many face 
wrinkles. He didn’t want to let it go.  
      ‘Had a lotta good times in her,’ he said. 
      I never really understood why cars and stuff are always girls. I mean they just seem like 
cars and stuff to me.  
      I told the guy so. 
      ‘It’s about respect,’ he said, ‘For the life she gives you.’ 
      He was a real weirdo. I split when he gave me the keys. 
 
I picked Lukey up from his mum’s because that’s where he was living since he got fired from the 
abattoir. He used to clean the blood and the smell outta the place. Used a big hose and wore these 
overalls and boots that looked weird on him because he was too thin and that made me feel sick 
sometimes, like my stomach had weight and I could feel it.   
      He’s pretty smart but. 
      We were driving round without anywhere really to go and Lukey asked me if I’d named 
the van yet.   
      I told him I hadn’t. 
      ‘What about Larriet,’ he said.  
      He told me it wasn’t a real name and maybe I could be the one to make it a name.  
      ‘Be a smart cunt for once’ he said. 
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Lukey’s always tellin me to be a smart cunt because I get into trouble a lot and he’s the one 
that’s gotta get me out of it. Like the time this guy was making fun of Lukey’s front tooth. Lukey 
doesn’t brush his teeth much and you can tell because he’s got a hole in one of the front ones 
where it meets his gum. He blows smoke through it sometimes, like as a trick. 
      So we were in this pool hall, playin games for money, and this guy calls Lukey out. Asks 
him if the hole’s there because he only sucks off pin dicks and not the big ones.  
      I wasn’t such a smart cunt. I broke my pool cue over the back of the guy’s head.  
      Lukey told me to run after I done that so I did. I went home and watched TV until Lukey 
shows up with the pool cue bits and tells me I should mount them and how the guy wasn’t gunna 
do anything after I smacked him.     
 
In the van, when we were driving around, Lukey told me about how his mum was givin him shit 
because he wasn’t paying rent.  
      ‘It’s not like I got any money,’ he said. 
      ‘Get another job’ I told him. 
      ‘I’d do about fucking anything.’ 
     He was smoking when he said that, and it was getting in my eyes. It made me sting.  
      ‘My hands are too small,’ he said. 
      See, I used to have big hands, bigger than most people’s, because I was real tall and 
thick. My dad said it was because I ate Brussels sprouts, but I think it’s just because he was big 
too. So was my mum, not that I ever said anything like that to her. 
      ‘If I had hands like yours I could do labouring,’ Lukey said. ‘Brick laying or 
construction. You need big hands to do that kind of work.’ 
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      I knew what he was hinting at because sometimes I am a smart cunt and I told him so. 
      ‘You want my hands?’ I asked him. 
      He said he did.  
 
We did the job together, Lukey and me, in his mum’s kitchen.  
      We had to wait for Lukey’s mum to go to sleep because she didn’t like blood, and she 
didn’t like us going through her medicine cabinet either. She was a real Wiccan, Lukey’s mum. 
Did these ceremonies about the earth and the moon. Had powders and shit staked all in her 
medicine cabinet. We didn’t know what any of em did, but I found a bottle of gin in there.  
      I used the gin to sterilise everything and we did ok. 
      I cut off one of my hands with a butcher’s knife, and then Lukey cut off one of his. I 
sowed my hand on his wrist, then he sewed his onto mine. Then we did it again. And it must 
have worked because the next day Lukey got a job. 
      ‘They didn’t even ask to see my references,’ He said. ‘They took one look at your big 
fucking hands on my wrists and hired me as a bricky.’ 
     My wrists itched, but it was a good itch; it made my stomach feel good. We went for a 
drive in my van to celebrate.  
 
Couple days later, though, Lukey called me up. I was in the bottle shop, because that’s where I 
worked, and he was real upset about his job. He had the shakes and his voice trembled down the 
phone into my ear. It made my stomach feel flippy.  
      ‘It’s me legs,’ Lukey said. ‘They’re fucked. too small to hold up me body and handfuls of 
tools and shit.’ 
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      ‘Alright,’ I told him. ‘I know what you’re after.’ 
      When I hung up the phone, Mr Doolan, who was my boss, said ‘You alright?’ 
      He was going through the receipts from the till, which is right next to the old kind of 
phone we use at the bottle shop. He wasn’t looking up from those receipts, just moving them 
from one pile to another.  
      ‘I’m fine,’ I said. ‘I helped a mate get a job is all. He was callin to tell me about it.’ 
      Mr Doolan moved a receipt.  
      ‘You look different,’ he said.  
      I scratched my wrists.     
 
We waited for Lukey’s mum to go to sleep that night then raided the gin from her medicine 
cabinet. We had to use a saw this time. Leg bones are thick. I cut mine off part way down the 
thighs and Lukey used some belts to tie off the stumps.  
      ‘Sure you sure you’re ok with this?’ he asked. 
      ‘Bit late to ask.’ 
      ‘Yeah. Guess it is.’ 
      My legs were on the table when Lukey’s mum came in. She had on this brown dressing 
grown, made out of the same stuff towels are.  We’d laid some newspaper down, which was 
lucky, because there was a lot of blood.  
      Lukey’s mum went mental.  
      ‘You been in my cabinet?’ she said. She was rolling up her sleeves when she said it, like 
she was about to do a chore. ‘Let me tell you something,’ she said, ‘that’s not medicine in there. 
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That’s experience. The whole thing’s full of experience, and you two are just willows. You’re 
fool’s playing with smarts.’ 
      Lukey, well he’d had about enough of it I guess, coz he picked up one of my legs, the 
right one I think, and he started waving it around. ‘Nothin in there except gin and talcum 
powder,’ he said, but I don’t think he believed it since he was holding the leg with his too big 
hands that used to belong to me.  
      Lukey’s mum, she backed away then, her face was scrunched up and her lips pushed out 
some weak little words. ‘If you don’t die,’ she said. ‘Clean up after yourselves.’ She left then, 
went back to her bedroom probably. And Lukey, he had this smile, and the tooth with the hole in 
it was really clear. Like he was showin it off. ‘We got work to do,’ he said.   
       
When we were done, Lukey walked his new legs around the table.   
      ‘Fucking great,’ he said. ‘But they’re heavy, hey.’ 
      ‘They seemed alright to me,’ I said. I was looking at my new feet. I had an ingrown 
toenail now. 
      Lukey started doing lunges right in front of me. Reaching his big hands out to the table 
and dropping his junk as low to the ground as possible.  
      ‘Don’t wreck them,’ I said.  
      ‘You’re knees are good,’ he said. ‘I could probably pick up anything I wanted right now.’ 
And he did. He lifted the table. Put it on his back and the wet newspaper slid off except where 
the blood made some if them stick. He walked around like a turtle. ‘We’re a right pair of smart 
cunts,’ he said.  
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I didn’t know so much about that. 
 
My job got hard after I swapped my legs. Used to be I could lift kegs and cartons easy, like they 
was filled with pillows, but with Lukey’s legs I couldn’t hold em for so long. I dropped a couple 
cartons, smashed the insides out all over the floor. Mr Doolan was there when I dropped a carton 
of VB, and the beer spread across the ground taking broken bits of bottle with it. A puddle 
formed at his feet. ‘Quit dropping shit, son,’ he said to me even though he isn’t my dad. 
      I told him sorry. ‘My fingers feel different and my legs are weak,’ I said. 
      ‘You look shorter than you used to. You taking drugs?’ 
      ‘Nah,’ I said, which was true. I drank a little, gambled some, but drugs weren’t a problem 
of mine.  
      ‘You drop any more and you’re paying for it,’ he said. 
      ‘I won’t,’ I said. But I did.  
 
I didn’t hear from Lukey for a while. He was working and drinking with his bricky friends I 
think. His mum called me up at the shop to tell me about it.  
      ‘I guess Lukey’s doing ok if I haven’t seen him for a while,’ I said. 
      ‘He’s heading for something he can’t cut his way out of.’ 
      I told her I was sorry we used her gin. ‘We won’t go messing about with that stuff again,’ 
I said.  
 
It was my ears that Lukey wanted next. ‘You don’t have to take mine, but I sure could use 
yours,’ he said, and we used a pair kitchen scissors to do the job. Sometimes, when I tuck my 
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hair behind my new ear, and I use Lukey’s old fingers to do it, it makes my stomach feel like 
cracked cement. I don’t know if that’s what being a smart cunt feels like.  
     
Then it was my eyes, which were kind of blue-green, and they were bloodshot since I hadn’t 
been sleeping much.  
             We used a melon baller.  
 
Then it was my tongue. Then my scalp. And then my eyelids. And when Lukey wanted my 
penis, it wasn’t a real hard decision to make.  
      ‘Yours probably looks weird on your little body,’ he said. Well, I didn’t want no weird 
lookin penis.   
 
My van was last. We didn’t need any cutting for that. Just the gin.  
      ‘You know what it means, right?’ Lukey said. ‘We get drunk, you give me your van, and 
then that’s it. You can keep your torso; I don’t need your heart.’ 
      ‘Had a lotta good times in her,’ I said, meaning my van, but also meaning more than my 
van.  
      ‘Drink up,’ Lukey said, and we did.   
 
I sat down at the kitchen table after it all, after I put the gin away, after I heard Lukey drive the 
big yellow van down the gravel driveway. Lukey’s mum came out then, in her dressing gown. 
Only, I guess she wasn’t Lukey’s mum anymore. And her teeth were different. One of em, 
anyway. One of the front ones had a hole in it.  
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      ‘You’ve got work in the morning,’ she said. 
      My stomach felt like it was full of too much lemonade, bubbling away inside me, heading 
towards my throat.  
      ‘My tummy hurts,’ I said. 
      She said that she’d get the gin.        
 
